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When lights come on, itis an unkept living room that 
is revealed. FATHER, a shabby looking old man of 


- seventy-four is very pale and weak. On a little stool are 
- anumber of drugs. On another stool is q phone. There 


is the large picture of an elderly lady. It is the only 
picture hanging. The other four pictures haye been 
brought down and stacked on the floor lying by the 
wall. There are empty bottles of water in the room. 
FATHER uses ‘a walking stick, which is on the floor 
when the lights come on. He is on his knees with q 
Bible, by the centre table. 


FATHER: (Reads.) O Lord, so many are against me. 
So many seek to harm me. I have so many enemies. 
So many say that God will never heip me. Shame 
them God and help me. Show me your face of 

forgiveness and show me love. Forgive your servant 


<= h. take me to your home, and give me etemal peace. 


-Help me. God. Wash me clean, Father |.. help me 
.. God. Take your servant home. (He begins to 
cough.) Forgive me, God. Help me, Father. Help me! 
(He coughs violently, until he falis on his side. He 

-continues to cough. There is a knock on the door 


.. FATHER lies there on the floor as the knocks on the 


door increase, The door is opened from the outside. 
FATHER tries to get to his feet, when the goer slowly - 
opens. He stretches his hand, making frantic gestures 
to his nose, gasping for ait. he falls still gasping for 
air TUTI runs to him. She grabs her bag, opens it 
and takes the inhaler to his mouth. 


Ps 


TUTI: Breathe, Papa ... Please, breathe. Open Jou 
eyes and inhale. Don’t do this to me. Open youi 
eyes for Christ’s sake. Breathe. (Slowly, FATHER 
begins to breathe.) Thank you, Jesus. (She takes 
cushions from the seats and builds a pillow which 
she lays FATHER’s head. She runs into the kitchen, 


and comes out with a bowl, and a white cloth. As . 


she does this movement, FATHER is refreshed and 
finds new strength.) 


FATHER: (Whispers.) Oh, you stopped me. I almost 
saw the face of God. He was beginning to stretch 
his finger to touch my forehead, and you stopped 


him. He even almost smiled at me ... again. And - 


. you as always ... you stopped me ... Stopped me 


_» Stopped us once again. Why? Who are you? A. 


ghost? Or an angel of death? 


TUTI: An angel of life. I am your daughter ... Titubi, 
but you call me Tuti. 1 am very angry with-you. 
Your doctor said you checked yourself out-of the 
hospital. With no one to take care of you. Papa, 


© you just had an attack. You could have died just l 


now ... 


FATHER: I arn fine really. I have a clean bill of health, 
Jam fine. 


TUTI: That is not what your doctor said. See how 


pale you are. And if you don't stop jabl 


going to call your doctor. You know h 
injections? 
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ow you hate 


, TUTI; Oh 


FATHER: Your face still appears strange to me. What 


are you doing here again? I thought you said . 
are you sure it is you? | : 


, there you go again n jabbering. I know 
why. You have not eaten for t 


hree days. 
FATHER: It is the drugs. The many colours mix up 
my stomach. 


TUTI: Aunty Bisi was right... 
FATHER: Oh, that woman. 


-TUTI: Yes, that woman. She said you looked like a 


; ghost. And how right she is! ( Opens her bag and 


-brings out a bottle of fruit juice.) Your favourite juice 
=o Of banana; pineapple, and Oranges. Thewayyou ` 


‘like it: Now take a big gulp and Twill leave you 
alone. (She raises his head, and FATHER takes a 
big gulp.) There. Now I know you will live. 
(Chuckles.) - - 


FATHER: I am born again. | swear by the angels, | 


am. 1 can even hear them sing. I am renewed. 


- TUTI: (Chuckles.) Imagine you wearing two different 


shoe legs from two different pairs out to the 


~ supermarket. She said you even wore your shirt 


inside out. And your beard unkempt. And you 
forgot what you went to the supermarket to buy. 
Just look at you! What was wrong with you, Papa? 
You are a great lawyer for Christ’s sake. How did 


<H 


FATHER: I did not go to the supermarket, 


_ TUTI: Well she did; and thank God she did. She'said. 


you get to this, Papa? 
FATHER: Age. But who cares? nA 
‘TUTI: I do. 


FATHER: Age is one sad thing to live with. I mean at — 
my age nothing really matters any More. You don’t} __ 


care which way the clock faces any more, and | 
which hand of the clock moves faster. You just don’t f} 


f 


care./Age. en i 
; pe ; 


TUTI: What age? Look at this place. A pigsty is better. 
The place is upside down. (She begins to clean the 
place up.) 
FATHER: 1I never liked your Aunty Bisi, she was 
always the family gossip. I made her promise never 
to.mention a word of what happened to you. - 


you refused every help she offered, except for a 
meat pie. Huum!-Something smells. (She opens a 


_ paper bag.) And here it is, swollen, getting rotten - 


and moulded. Three days she kept crying on the 
phone. Go and see your father, she kept saying. It 
touched me, among other reasons, so I am-here. | - 
What did you go to buyin the supermarket? 


TUTI: Where did you go then? 
FATHER: I went to the music shop. They played one 
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- FATHER: All in good time. But you must promise not 


song which I liked on the radio, and] had no one | 

to send there. You had boycotted my house for 
two weeks. It says everything about us; I wanted. 
‘to listen to it again, SO l went out to buy it. 


_ TUTI: Looking like that? She was angry on the pear. 
What song did you buy? l 


FATHER: Itis for you- I boughtit for us. I remembered 
your birthday. It had passed and I could not buy 
you a present or come to the party. And the song ` 

... the lyrics ... the words were so apt. They talked 
to me especially after our last quarrel, we need a 
. song like that. 


TUTI: (Excited.) Give it to me, Papa. You know how . 


I love presents and gifts, especially if they are from 

you. So Me te : 
to bang the door, and scream at me today. Or 

. smoulder me with pity, love and grief. Can we just 


be like a happy civilized father and daughter | 


talking ... trying to find themselves once again, 
today? Can we? | 


TUTI: You are getting too smart, Papa: Negatively 
smart. Trying always to dodge issues, even when 
they stare you in the face, Phew! This place does 
look terrible. You must be cold and lonely, Papa. 

-No wonder Aunty Bisi said she even offered to stay 
with you for a while, and you turned her offer 
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FATHER: She is not my family any more 


down: Why, Papa? She is-family, and it hurt her 


She was my 


late wife’s sister. She is a widow --- and1, â... man: 
sister died. And 


Her family duties ended when her 

you know the circumstance was not very pleasant. 
I did not want another reason to ... you know. You 
are a woman now ... Come on, Tuti, you know ... 


TUTI: (Gives a big loud laugh.) You are becoming a 


dirty old man, Papa. What can you possibly do with 
Aunty Bisi ... she is too old for such things. 


FATHER: I am a man, Tuti. But at seventy-four, you 


don’t want to takeadvantage of any woman, even 


when she is seventy. A man is a man! And I tell iara 
_ you, my daughter, I anfstill one..(Pause,) You know. : =. ~; 


| have never trusted Bisi. Her eyes always sparkle 
when she sees me, and she keeps swallowing saliva 
as if... as if she ... she wants to chew me up. She 
had the sparkle in-her eyes that day, and they 
frightened me. (TUTI chuckles.) You remember 
how dandy I used to look in my days?.Me, the 
lawyer with taste and class in my immaculate white 


shirts, all complete with the lawyer’s bib, and 
striped black suits ... tail, plump, and handsome. | . 


was it, and every woman wanted my attention. Not 
now that] am all shrivelled up. 


oe church. Several times I could catch 
a aes ng, and when our eyes met, they would 
delivered i Pr ittie prayers that | be 
iis nto their fat Christian arms. (She giyes 
§ laugh. Her phone rings. She looks at the cun, 
and yet does not answer.) ad 


L i And their husbands would be where when al] 
lese eye signalling, lip gesturing and face making 
vere happening? (The phone rings again.) 
FATHER: There in church, waiting for their blessings. 


sa by their wives who were clutching their 
Bibles to their bosoms wishing it was me. Clean- 


shaven and perfumed up, in my white clothes, | 


_ . Was the anointed of the good Lord until ... (TUTI 
= laughs.) i ae 


TUTI: Yes, until, Papa. (The phone rings. She answers 
_ the phone with a changed countenance.) Yes. 1know — 


~ who is speaking. Just talk. I am with my father. Pick 
the children from school today. For once, make 
yourself useful. He needs me, too. | will come 
home when you see me. | have told her what to 

- cook for you. Do not go out until 1 return. Watch 
television or play television games if you must do 
something. He is fine. Just a bit tired. You should 
have been here to say it to him yourself. Anyway, 
thanks. See you when | come home. Cheers. 


~ 


TUTI: Huum ... 
FATHER: (Excited.) You don’t believe me? Including 


(Freezes. Not a move. She just stands there with the 
phone in her hand. Angry.) 
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FATHER: (Watches her for a while.) Tuti .. Tati 
TUTI: Yes, Father. - 

FATHER: What is it? 

TUTI: (Absent-minded.) Huum? 

FATHER: What is the problem this time? 
TUTI: Nothing. Everything is fine, Papa. 
FATHER: Liar! That call .. 
TUTI: Yes. | 


. it was your husband. 


FATHER: He is not happy you are here with me? 
TUTI: No :.. Yes ... but l will take care of it. 
FATHER: I do not like that man. 


TUTI: Eknow, 


FATHER: | haver never liked him. 

TUTI; He is my husband, what can I do? 

FATHER: Dump him. 

TUTI: Papa...! 

FATHER: End your domineering days. I never wanted 
you to marry him. He exploits you. Oh, if I were 
not too old, he would have felt my blow on his 


jaw. I could have knocked some senses back into 
his chewed up head. 


TUTI: I know. 
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FATHER: And neither did your mother 


TUTI: I know. But he was the only man left on the . 
~ shelf..Oh, Father,. it iS SO í complicating, you won't 
understand. 


FATHER: Then you should have burnt down. the 
whole store. That’s what you say that gives him all 
those airs. ‘Only man left on the shelf? God forbid! 
Remember the Bible, girl, he is the soured left hand 
causing you to sin. Cut him off! (Angry. Mutters to 
himself.) What do you mean? With your 
education, you could have married anyone ... any 
person you wanted..Any good man. 


TUTI: That is where I got caught up. The cliché. But 

-the more I got educated there were very few good 

men left to choose from. In your male-dominated - 

~ world; men make the sms remember? J, in my 
_ desperation, found Ayo .. 


FATHER: A loafer ... who scrounges on your love, 
your person and your spirit. He keeps taking and 
gives very little or nothing. A loafer! l 

TUTI: Yes, a loafer on the shelf. I wanted to marry ... 

everybody was talking. You stopped talking, my 
mother was crying ... not wanting to make the same 
mistake as Mother .. 

FATHER: Mother? 


TUTI: Yes. 
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FATHER: Your mother? 


TUTI: Yes, look at her. (Looks up at the photogragh.) 
She loved a man who loved her back, and then 
hurt her, and that took her life. 


FATHER: No ... you don’t understand. 


TUTI: But I do, Papa. I took my clue from you both. 
I wanted to be in control. I wanted a man I could 
dictate his every move to. A man I could own ... 


FATHER: But see what you got ... a puppet. A wife. 
You became the man. - 


TUTI: Yes, see what 1 got ... I married Ayo... a... 
man... who. Papa, he is my husband. 


FATHER: Because ... 


TUTI: He had the guts to ask me. (Pause. ) I was lonely 


and sad. J felt a thrill when he asked. I felt good 
and | said yes. 


FATHER: And now? 


tee 


` TUTI: And now... witha child ... an ailing old father, 


a busy job ... and what you call a loafer for a- 
husband ... I don’t know any more. I don’t know- 


... (She begins to cry.) It is all too much for me. 


FATHER: Ha, there you go, you are a woman after 
all. Please, stop crying. Like all women must you 
always end a good discussion with a tear? Your 
mother, God bless her soul, would turn in her 


18 


grave, if she saw you now. ‘My caterpillar’, ‘my 
woman of strength’, she used to call you. If only 
she could see you now. A calculating soldier ant 
who intends to bite men in her honour. 


TUTI: I don’t know. I don’t understand ... I am 


empowered ..: I must use it. | have the money, the 
job ... anda man. I am grateful Ayo accepts me 
for what I am. 


FATHER: (Long pause. Watches her cry.) Maybe you 
appeared too grateful. Maybe you threw yourself 
at him and he saw a cheap educated desperate 
wimp of a woman, whom he could boss and push 

-around. Maybe ... * 

TUTI: Maybe: after what happened in church ‘and œ 
Mama’s death, lost my self-esteem. — . 

FATHER: What happened in church? Self-esteem? | 
cannot see the connection. 


-TUTI: I can, Papa ... 1 can ... It has become a long 


` strand of sadness. (Pause.) And.you say you cannot 

see it? I am all mixed up, and you say you cannot 
“see the connection. Papa, look at me ... don’t | 
look like the epitome of sadness? 


FATHER: (Shakes his head.) No. 


TUTI: I forgot how to raise my head up in the crowd, 
and say with pride who.I was. Maybe I was ina 
rush to change my surname. | swear the way | felt 
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at the time;if a smelly he-goatħad come and asked 
me to marry him, | would have. . 


“FATHER: (Lets out d big laugh.) A big joke! Ahe-goat? | 


That is pushing it. (Pause.) I have not seen your 
man in ten years, so I don’t know what he looks 


like now, a goat, that is pushing it. Heaven knows _ 


what happened to the Dolapo boy. I had it all 

worked out. His family name and pedigree would 

have given you the self-esteem you claim to have 
` lost. E 


TUTI: Here we go again. I did not just lose my self- 
esteem, something happened. The Dolapos were 
a major part of it. (Pause. ) Everything seemed fine 
until the news of the church incident broke, and 
we heard in London, and the Dolapos started to 
withdraw their. love, their attention and care, and 


eventually, their son... what was I to do? Sit there ` 


and cry? 


FATHER: But you are crying for the wrong man now. 


TUTI: So what would I have done? © 
FATHER: Did-you love the Dolapo boy? 


TUTI: You had pushed us together so much I did not 
have much choice, did 1? . i 


FATHER: When you took in for him, did either I or 
the Dolapo boy force you? 


TUTI: (Shocked.) No! or 
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FATHER: Yes, Girl! 


TUTI: No. Who told you about that? Oh, Mother, 3 


she promised to keep aà Secret. Iwill never tell her 


a secret for as long as I live. 


FATHER: You don't have to. She is dead, remember? » 


(Pause.) And she never could keep a secret from 


me. 
TUTI: But you could keep your secrets from her. 


FATHER: She loved you ... and wanted us to share 
‘in your dreams and pains. So, little Angel Tuti, we 
men take advantage of you because you always 
give us the impression that you have the capacity 
to withstand it all. So, we keep piling more shit on 


you. And remember that women who act like men 


-always say men don’t like them. 


TUTI: I-néver said I wanted to be the man in the ~ 


house then. I just wanted space, freedom to 

-= discover myself, then 1 got angry, and I wanted 

-equality in the house, and a chance to have my 

- say and have’it respected not just as a woman, but 
as an equal individual in the home. . 


FATHER: God knows I don’t like your husband, but — 
no one will take this rhetoric from you. No wonder ` 
he gave you all the space, folded his arms and sat 
on his butt as you wallowed in your useless, empty 
space. (Chuckles.) Marriage and space don’t go 
together, We learnt that truth even in my time. 
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` TUTI: Oh, Father, you are just impossible. You ar 


do? 
your usual wicked mood today. What am Ito. 
FATHER: No one will tel] you the truth. No one! ee 
your father and all | want is your happiness. Whe 
do you want? 
TUTI: From? ; 
FATHER: Life, your life, no rhetoric please. 
TUTI: (Pause.) Freedom. Undeterred and undraped. 


FATHER: Now you are the one jabbering. That kind 
of freedom is unattainable as long as you have a 


heart, blood flows in your veins and you have eyes 
to see. si 


TUTI: (Her phone rings. She checks the number and 


answers the phone.) Hello, Helen. Yes, I can hear 
you. Please dancel or reschedule all my 
appointments today. I am with my father. Let Henry 
80 to court and take a new date. Yes, it is important 
for me to be'here. Call me if there are any 
emergencies. Make all the salary payments to the 
staff. And do not forget to send the cheque for my 
son’s school fees. Pay off the housemaid, too. Give 
her some money, she needs to go to the market 
later. Thank you. (Switches off.) 


FATHER: This is why he treats you badly. 
TUTI: Huum? 
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~ FATHER: Your husband. . 
TUTI: What? 


FATHER: You have so much power, you have even 
- taken over his own. 


TUTI: But he has nothing, Papa. 


FATHER: No, he has a lot, my dear, he is a man with 
his ego and pride, and you chose to marry him, 
remember? Him and all his limitations and 
liabilities. You, Titubi Johnson, a Senior Advocate 
of Nigeria chose the loafer, so give him back his 
pride. o. ì , 


TUTI: So, lam wrong. Again? Excuse me, Papa. (She 


_ + S0es to her bag. Takes out a packet of cigarette.) You™ 


don’t mind, do you? 


FATHER: I am dying of asthma anyway. Go ahead 
and kill me. I think my lungs will take it. 


TUTI: Okay. Í am sorry. (Puts the cigarette back, but 
remains agitated.) Huh! 


FATHER: Please, go ahead. | see you really need it. 


TUTI: Thank you. (She lights the cigarette and pulls 
along draw. She blows out the smoke slowly.) [need 
a drink, Papa. 

FATHER: This is your house. You know where | put it. 

TUTI: (She goes slowly to the cupboard, opens it and 
brings out a bottle of brandy and two glasses. She | 
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pours brandy in both glasses. She gives one to 
FATHER. They clink glasses.) To freedom, Papa. 
(She Sits, lost in thought.) =>- i g 


- FATHER: Yes, to freedom and life, (He drinks and 
-© begins to cough.) . 


TUTI: (Worried but does not move. ) Papa aa. 


FATHER: I am alright. It is the smoke, but ] will be 
alright. My lungs will adjust. st 


TUTI: The taste of brandy has never changed. If only _ 


life could be that consistent. 


FATHER: As long as there are human beings, the taste 
of life will continue to change. That is what makes 


it life. As we grow up, we make mistakes, itishow | 


we learn from them, and use them to m 
better persons, that really matters. Cheers! (R 


his glass again.) 


TUTI: (Raises her glass but does not move and does . 


not look at him. She lets out a big laugh:) 

© BATHER: (Chuckles.) What is it this time? 
TUTI: You! 

FATHER: Me? | 

TUTI: Yes, you, Papa ... you. 

FATHER: Why me? What did I say or do? 


TUTI: It was when you mentioned the men in my 


24 


ake:us 
aises . 


life and how gullible I was ... that was when it 
occurred to me. 


_ FATHER: What? 
` TUTI: The man you failed to mention. 


FATHER: Who? Another one? Who? 


TUTI: The one I have known all my life. The one 
whose voice woke me up In the morning, and sent 
me to sleep even when I was in my mothers womb, 
The man I first set my eyes upon. The man I first 
adored and still adore to this day. The man who 
did everything for me. The one who introduced 
me to my mother as a woman. The man first felt 

real love for. The man I adored as a teenager. Who 


-| bought me my first gifts. My pillar of strength, my 
<- /security.: You: know, Papa. I used to-dream of ` 


© marrying him: I was jealous of my mother, because 
she. had his love and attention, until I was told, 
daughters don’t marry their fathers. You, Papa, are 
that great man. (She kisses his forehead.) I just took 
you for granted. I never believed either of you 
would die. You both looked so strong, so protected, 
so in love, so when Mama died, | felt empty and 
lonely. And now with your health failing, I am even 
more scared of being alone, of losing you too. How 
can I live in this world without you? Oh, Papa... 
And in all these years, I have never said, thank 
you. I just took everything for granted. I took you 
for granted. Thank you, Papa. (She kisses his 
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forehead again.) 

FATHER: Woman! What did you 8° 4 
Now you are going to make me cry. 
wipe tears off his face.) 


nd do that for? 


TUTI: You are the best, Papa. No matter what, you 


are the best Papa on earth. 
a ? 
FATHER: Wicked girl, was this why you came today? - 
To make an old man cry? Come. (Stretches his 
arms.) Come into my arms. (In pain he manages to 


get up. And they both hug. It is along and sad slow _ 


hug.) 


© TUTI: I love you, Papa. . = ete | 
_ FATHER: 1 love you, tòo; Girl. (Brightens up.) Thisis. . 
~ the time. (He breaks.up the hug and hurries into » 


his room. He comes out with a card, and a wrapped 
CD. He presents them to her.) Happy Birthday, Girl. 


TUTI: Thank you, Papa. (Excited, she collects both. 
She tears open the wrapper and brings out the CD.) 


Luther Vandross. Which one? (FATHER collects the ` | 


GD and goes to his small player, puts it in and picks, 


“Dancing with my father again”. As it begins to play, ` 


he goes to TUTI.) 


FATHER: May I dance with the birthday girl? (They 
both dance for a while. FATHER is obviously excited. 
Then he begins to gasp for air. He coughs violently. 
TUTI lays him on the couch. He paints to his box of 
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et FATHER: You know? (She shakes her head.) 1 don’t 


medicine.) One pink one, the yellow one, The 
brown and yellow one. Two red one. Two blue 
one. (Shaking, TUTI selects the medicines and give 
them one by one to FATHER with the fruit juice 
Tired and exhausted, FATHER doses off. The phone 
on the stool rings.) 


TUTI: (She picks the phone and sits on the stool, 
backing FATHER who is lying on the couch.) Hello, 
Dr Mike. Yes, itis me. I am here. He is okay, justa 
little tired. You wanted to see me? No, I am alone. 
Please, talk to me. It is bad? He did not tell me. 
How long? Oh, my God! (She does not say a word. 

- She begins to cry slowly, turning her back to him. 

-- Her. sobbing wakes up FATHER.) ` 


know why people can’t keep their mouths shut. 


TUTI: The test results came. He had to tell your next 


of kin. 


~ FATHER: I am the sick person, he should have told 


me first. (Pause. Watches. Crying.) Itis bad? 


TUTIItis. 


FATHER: What do I have? Chronic asthma? 
TUTI: Cancer. The asthma is now secondary. 


FATHER: How bad? How long do I have? (She cries 
louder.) Two weeks? ... Two months? Shorter? 


TUTI: Shorter ... 
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in size, width and length, and everything looks like ~ 


FATHER: Great. (He gets up slowly. Picks up his glass, - an effort, that is when age begins to smell..When ~ 
pours himself a drink, and drowns itin one gulp.) or [7 you.look at your car, there is the urge to take it for: 
Yes, now ] am ready for anything. At seventy-four, - a spin, but your limbs ask you why make sucha’ 
the Bible says | am on borrowed time anyway. So © > = À worthless effort, that is when age smells. 


ay aa nalbe i al € e, re: . e 
let death walk in and A me. | j ready. TUTI: And'death ... are you afraid to die? 
TUTI: Death won’t come today. Not this way. It comes 


ae IRR- T: ‘raid to die alone. And yet death is a 
't want to meet with him. [ FATHER: I am afraid l , G 
when you don | . private thing. When | left the hospital, and started 
FATHER: Him? What makes you so sure it is a him? | to feel the mark on my forehead ... 
TUTI: He is callous and heartless. He does not feel. - TUTI: Forehead? I don’t understand ... 
He takes at will. Cold, calculated and downright > l lose by. Alway 
wicked. All attributes of the male ego. : e a ee 


behind. Like a very loyal shadow (Tries to brigthen 
| . up.) 1 had the same dream I-had before your 
TUTI: Why? ~ mother and my parents died, this morning. When 
n a Tom I woke up, I wanted to.run to you'to:tell you that 
_ FATHER: I never knew you hated menso deeply. To OB N Se ele ss ENTE ea y X ) ; 
AET TEO kas, my time approaches, and that you should prepare 
compare them to death. I mean I am soon to meet | . emt aca Se i 
. l SO: yan but then again my strength failed me. | returned 
this guy, and what you have just said about him is | we a pe 
> © here to sit, pray and wait for you. That got me 
not nice at all. l iv ae a = 
io a ~ worried, Lately, I am afraid to sleep for fear I might 
TUTI: (Turns to FATHER. Stands in front ofhimand | not wake in the morning. When I see daylight I say 
begins to touch his face.) Were you afraid to age, | I have claimed another day from God and death ... 
Papa? l j A l 


FATHER: I am sorry. 


y oo | TUTI: The dream, Papa .., thedream. hia 
FATHER: |... no... Fwas not afraid to age at first. It. 


waspartot life. Iewaswhen ty ace began to smell | FATHER: Each time the sick person will be well in 


a an A ken Gaerne | the dream. She or he would be radiant and bright, 
| Chen I will wake. up with a cold sweat on my 

TUTI: Does age smell, Papa? ' forehead. 

FATHER: You become helpless, weak and get smaller ~ | p 
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TUTI: And the person? 
FATHER: He or she will die. 
TUTI: You saw Mama? 


FATHER: And my father and mother before her. 


Today I saw myself. The people always die in the 
morning. 


TUTI: Thank God you are still alive .. 
midday already. 


FATHER: But 1 have not slept a wink. (Takes the bottle 


ana pours brandy into the two glasses. He gives her 


one.) To life and death. 


TUTI: Papa.. now that we are atit. 
question that has always bothered mae? 


FATHER: Yes. Fire away. 


TUTI: I don’t mean to sound indelicate, Papa, but 
people will ask, being the next of kin and all. Er 
.. how do you want me to handle it? 


FATHER: When Iam gone? (TUTI nods her head.) It 
is all on my side table upstairs. Open the envelope, 
when I am gone. But] don’t see you reading the 
envelope for many more years. So, relax, Girl. 


TUTI: Any surprises, Papa? 


FATHER: If it is bastard children that you mean, my 
slate is clean. I did not have the heart for it. I broke 


any affair before it started. (The doorbel ll rings.) Who? 
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_ and it is, 


can I ask a` 


a. 


TUTI: Looks at her watch. It must be my girl, I asked” 


her to bring us lunch. (She goes to the door, collects 
a basket and closes the door after her and 


-announces.) Papa, it is time for lunch. I want you 


to go up and clean up while I lay the table. If you 


` return in ten minutes, you get a toffee and a large 


piece of cake. 


[FAT HER: Oh, the baiting game. That was your game, 
© Dut I bet I can play it better than you now. (Gets 


up, pretending to be a soldier.) Up two three four, 
up two three four! Oh, the grand old Duke of York. 
He had ten thousand men. He marched them up 


to the top of the hill and he marched them down 4 
again. When they were up, they were up, and when `.. 
they were down, they were ‘down, and when they = 


were only halfway-up, they were neither up nor 
down. (He marches up and round the room, and 
walks.up the staircase. TUTI laughs, humours him 


throughout the action.) 


TYTI: (She watches him gå.) Oh, age, how we change 
= - places just to play memories. (She shouts.) Scrub - 


your teeth, and no water on the floor. (She goes to 
her mother’ s photograph.) Oh, Mama, your little 
girl is now a woman. But it is so difficult being a 
woman. But he is trying to teach me how to be 
happy again. 1... we love you, Mama. Papa is now 
a child. Please forgive him, Mama. Forgive him .. 

like you always say ... he is only a man. (Hap; py, 
she goes into the kitchen. The light dims for a while. 


enl 
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- When the light comes on again, TUTI is trying to 
set the small dining table for two. She is obviously. 
happy. She goes to the player and plays the Vanities 


CD again. As she brings out the bottle of drink a 


FATHER appears at the staircas 
remarkable change. He has new clothes on, and he 
looks clean and full of life. Still staring at him 
FATHER begins to move to the rhythm of the music 
as he steps down the stairs, TUTI applauds his 
performance. 


FATHER: How do I look? 
TUTI: Ravishing, Papa. All the women will be swept 
off their feet. Father, hold me, don’t let me go. (Both 


of them hug, as they dance to the music. They dance 
for a while.) x 


FATHER: Thank you, Tuti. I am so happy. I have néver ` 
‘felt this way in a long time. Everything seems so ` 


perfect. 


TUTI: I am happy, too, Papa. (She goes to the player 


to turn it off.) I want to hear only your voice today, 


Papa. : 


\ FATHER: (Sings.). Yesterday, all my troubles seemed | 


i so far away. Now they seem to have gone for good, 


i I say. Oh, I believe in yesterday. Ha! All ofasudden | — | 


I have a big appetite. I can eat a horse. 


i TUTI: That is not the song. That was not how Frank 


e. There is a- 


Sinatra sang it. That was not how you taught me. _ 


You have changed the words to suit your mood. 


FATHER: That is how I want to sing it today ... now! 
(Begins to sing it again.) Yesterday | 


TUT: NO ..« nO, Papa/Sit down and let us eat. I have 
-“chiterice and vegetables just the way you like it. 


‘(She serves food on his plate and places it before 
him. She serves herself and sits. They both bow their 
heads in prayer.) 

FATHER: For the food we are about to receive, we 
thank you; O Lord. 

TUTI: Amen. (She watches him eat for a while with 
pity in her voice.) Papa, are you really happy? 
Today? With me? Now? | S 


FATHER: Don’t be funny. l'am. Everything is at peace. . 
e i Tony wish iee peti aa "at hy AnA 
` TUTI: Yes, Papa. 


FATHER: (Looks up at the picture.) I wish your 
mother were here with us, now on this dining 
table, having this lunch with us. Everything would 
have been so much different. 

TUTI: Yes. But she is happy wherever she is. 1 am 
sure she is in Heaven, looking at us, happy and as 
fit as a fiddle. 


FATHER: I miss my wife. It hurts, you know, especially 
when you think of how she died. I never had the 
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time to explain a thing to her. She never gave me 


~ ` ithi oO 
chance. She just went into a coma, and within tw 


days she was gone. 

TUTI: It hurt her. It was the shame that killed her. 
The whole church mocked her. She was too pne 
a person for the kind of attention that the inciden 
was going to draw to her and her family. Jam sure 
even the coma, she must have kept wondering what 
people would say. 

FATHER: I wanted to speak with her. I wanted to 


explain, why and what happened. I wanted to 
break the silence. Explain to her what caused me 


to do it. I never knew. (He is about to.cry when _ 


TUTI changes the topic.) 


TUTI: (Looking at the photograph.) I remember the 


day she took this picture. Her sixtieth birthday. She 
was radiant. 


FATHER: (Looks up at the photograph.) Yes. 


TUTI: Mama danced that day. She had gone and 
worn a blue frock, remember? With a blue. hand- 
bag and blue shoes to match. 


FATHER: (Begins to chuckle. Slowly, he breaks into a 
laugh.) 


TUTI: What? 


FATHER: Her blue umbrella. Remember on a sunny 
day, just because it was her birthday, and you had 
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bought her the blue rose flower, everything had 
to be blue. It was in the room that | discovered 
-that she earlier dug up a blue pair of stockings from 
her old England box to wear on the day. 


TUTI: Remember how we begged her? The 
photographer had to concoct a story about his 

~ camera not been able to take pictures of people 
who wear blue on a blue background before she 
took it off. (They laugh.) 


FATHER: Now I look back on that day, and I wish we 
- had allowed the photographs. She died two weeks 
after, l < l 


ae: < STUTI: But you made up for it. You made sure she. - 


was buried in the dress. ` 
FATHER: (Pause.) Yes. (Chuckles again.) 
TUTI: What? l 


FATHER: Your mother ... 


TUT): What about her? 


“FATHER: It was through her that I knew the meaning 
of love. 


TUTI: How? 


FATHER: I fell in love with her the first day I set eyes 
on her. (Chuckles to himself.) It was a big joke 
reatly. London was a haven for me. Before your 
mother arrived, I was a playboy around town. | 
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went from one girl to another. I did not way 

settle down with any. | mean, why do when | a ld 
have them all? Soon, news had gotten a 
parents back in Nigeria, and after much persuaso. 
that I change my. ways they decided on the peded 
cure. Too 


TUTI: Perfect cure? 


—_——_, 


FATHER: Yes, they decided to post me a wife. 


TUTI: Post you a wife? 


FATHER: I was asked to go to the airport 


and clai 
my wife.-(He chuckles witha cough.) i 


TUTI: Like a baggage? 


| FATHER: I had never met her. All I h 
= photograph'of one timid innocent girl.T had sent. ` 
a letter of consent to marry her upoi-arrival to 
Lagos, so that they could prepare her travel. 


documents. I had told my friends about the whole 


arrangement, and they had laughed at the very - 


thought of me marrying a bush girl from home. | 


| . TUTI: But you went along with it?. - 


- FATHER: I feared my father who was in charge of. ~ a 
the arrangement himself. My mother could . 


understand, but not my father. He was as stern as 


a rod. No one dared to cross him, not even with 


ten seas between you. 


` TUTI: How did you find her? 


ad was a 
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FATHER: The picture. I was asked to dress the way | 


did in the picture I sent home. She did the same, I 
had also prayed about everything. At the airportit 
seemed everybody had chosen to travel or meet 


"With loved ones that day. The whole place was 


crowded. The pictures. That was all we had. I went 


‘from one corner to the other. I must have looked 


at the face of each black woman that day. Including 
those of the airport cleaners and security officers. 
But just when I was about to give up, there she 
stood by the toilet door, my photograph in her 
hands, and tears in her eyes. First, I felt pity for 


-her, then love. 
-TUTI: That first time, Papa? 


"FATHER: That very first time. Later I was to learn 
+,..that each time your mother was worried she used 


the toilet alot. She virtually slept there during 
my bar examinations, and I loved and adored her 
for it. . 


TUTI: And life in England? l 
| FATHER: She learnt very fast. First, she started with 


the language. In six months, she picked up the 


accent. She spoke good English. Then she enrolled 


at a finishing school, and picked this interest in 


` Education. After you were born, and she learnt 


she could not have another one, she spent all her 
life reading. The day she graduated with a 
doctorate degree, I wept. _-- 


~ 
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E FATHER: "Yes. We were Catholics at the time. It.was a. 


TUTI: Why? 


FATHER: With her new gown up, her made-up face, 
the aging marks, and that innocent smile, even 
when now the University of London said, she knows 
so much, she still reminded me of that bush girl by 


the toilet door. I fell in love with her all over again. |; ` 
\ FATHER: When you told us y 


TUTI: Did you ever see beyond that? < J 
FATHER: Beyond ... \/ 
TUTI: Beyond the bush girl by the toilet door? P 
FATHER: | ... don’t understand ... | 


- TUTI: You married in church? 


white flowery spring wedding: 
TUTI: And Mother was happy. 
FATHER: The happiest girl in London. 
TUTI: Girl? 


FATHER: At that time ... on our wedding day, she 
was a girl ... a young girl of seventeen. ` 


TUTI: Seventeen? 


FATHER: Nowadays a seventeen-year old girl knows 
everything. My wife was a timid girl at seventeen. 
Mind me, | did not say illiterate. She was not a 
fool either. Just innocent about the way of the 
world. But you, ha ... you were a very aggressive 
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seventeen. | remember that was when 
.. you and I ... over the 
o wore an earring 
er all the time. 


woman at 
~ we had our first fight - 
bearded white twiggy boy wh 
on his left ear, He smelt of ging 
TUTI: Oh, Simon. You hated that boy. You have 
always hated every man in my life. 
p ou had found a man, 
and that you were living with him, we thought it 
was a real man. You needed to have seen the look 
ea fi mother’s face when he opened the door 


_/\.,fand announced himself your live-in partner; 
‘with hi he looked like a woman 


Jwith his pale made-up face 
“in a‘fnan’s dress. I kept praying that you had not 
- allowed him to touch you. His very looks irritated 


$ 


` TUTI: That was Simon alright. He was queer. But I 
loved his brain. It hurt him that you did not like 
him. He moved out after you and Mama returned 
home. I never saw him again until after graduation. ` 

~He was very brilliant and had made a first, so the 
school kept him on to teach. He is now a law ` 
professor. as l 

FATHER: Good luck to bad rubbish. I never liked him. 
I never thought he was normal. (Pause.) Or was 
he? — 


TUTI: Normal? He was like any man ... 
FATHER: Tuti ... 
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_ TUTI: I don’t mean it that way. He is-marrie 


two children, Jack and Jill. tam Sade qd with 
both of them.. 


FATHER: So when-my wife died at age sixty, she AS | 


a young girl to me. (Pause.) I do miss her every 
day. All the time. Thatis why I asked .. -n0, begged 


that you bury me next to her. Perhaps i it could 


help me to find her easily when ] get there, 
TUTI: (Pause.) Papa, did you love her? 


FATHER: I miss her. Each day, I am more concerned 
about what she took away from me . .. from here 

- from the world. She took away my happiness 

and gave me emptiness with her loss. 


TUTI: What did you take away from her? 


FATHER: Am here, Am ] not? So itisa matter of yea 


` She left with me. I hate the way She died :.- | feel 
sorry about it ... but it happened so fast, there was 
nothing I could do to stop it. (Whispers to no one 
in particular.) I am very sorry. 


TUTI: She died sick. 
FATHER: I know. 


TUTI: She died broken-hearted. The man she had 
loved all her life with one stroke had shattered all 
that love, all that image of trust and bond. With 
one stroke, she had a stroke, fell into a coma, and 
died. 


ther to 


FATHER: I wanted to go on my knees and beg her. 


But in a coma, she could not hear a word of what 


Iwas going to say. 

TUTI: She waited for two days for you to TE EN 
- You were such a close-knit couple, even I your flesh 
and blood envied you both. And then you went 
and broke her into little pieces of shame and 
regrets. I made up my mind that no man was ever 
going to have his way to my heart the way my 
mother did. No man would control, and shatter 
me like my father did to my innocent, timid, 
foolish, bush mother, who though she empowered 
her brain, failed to empower and insulate her soul 
and her heart against you and what appears at first 


to be your finicky ways. Foolish woman ... that’s ` 
-what we all-are to you ... 


even those fat women 
z with their fat bosoms, -arid their stupid desires. 


FATHER: You are getting angry. -M 


TUTI: (Whispers. Controls her anger.) No, Papa . 
yes ...no... not at you but at us. (She picks up her 
bag, and rushes to the door. FATI IER just stands there 
watching her.) 


FATHER: Where are you going? 
TUTI: I don’t know. All I know is that I need a breath 
of fresh air. I cannot predict what I will say or do. 


You are my father, you have a right to talk to me, 
say things to me, and, by tradition, I must listen. 
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Because you think I am your little girl. No more. 
am a big girl now, and.J hate what 1am beige 
This is why I must leave, There is a thin line, Papa, 
and I am beginning to lose it. Papa, ] must g0 - 
else. (She moves closer to the door: Her hand on the 
handle.) 


FATHER: (Breaks down and begins to cry. ) ous 
me. How did I get this far? This low in your sight’ 
How? My baby hates me! 

TUTI: (Walks slowly back to him. Watches for a while.) 


Father, please don’t do this to me or to yourself. 
You are not too strong for all this, and neither am 1. 


FATHER: Look into my eyes, Tuti, (FATHER begins to 


rise, so that-he can stand straight, eyeball.to eye- 


ball with TUTI. With his two hands he holds her 
head, and looks straight into her eyes.) Blank! 
Blankness! It is gone! I am finished! (He breaks 
down again.) 


TUTI: What, Papa? I don’t understand. 
FATHER: The age of innocence is gone. There is no 
emotion in your eyes left for me again. Not a drop 


of love, adoration and trust. I am nothing to you 
any more. 


TUTI: Where were you to see all these? 
FATHER: 
me! 


aa | 
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In your eyes.'Oh, my God has forsaken 
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FATHER: Maybe ..: 


TUTI: My eyes? 


FATHER: yes [You taught me the true lesson of true~ | 
_ clover Alliivyour eyes. As you grew I saw adoration 


|... very close to worship. Then you revered me, 


i] 


forme any more. J cet, — 
TUTI: I don’tunderstand, Papa. I am a woman now, 


Maybe those funny emotions you are looking for 
in my eyes melted away, as I saw life. Met a man, 
cried to the labour room to give birth to my son, 
received a dirty slap from my husband, found he 

_ cheated on me. Got disappointed by men and 
women | called friends. Maybe ... I don't 
"understand, Papa.: Ei p 


— 


TUTI: (Gets up and lights another cigarette. Pours 
- herself a drink, and gulps it down in one swig.) Tam 
sorry, Papa. I am sorry there is nothing left in my 


. and things were getting better for you at work, and 
you started pushing my mother away. One push at 
a time. You were becoming a stranger to her ... to 


_ me... tous. You preferred the fat bosoms of other 


women, and ... my timid mother was just noveau- 
riche bush girl to you, standing by the toilet of life 
one more time. 


FATHER: Tuti, no .., 
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“eyes. It started. to melt away when you gotricher, - 
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| but now ... today, you revile me. Nothing is there | | 
mereerin ad eee a, 
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TUTI: (Chuckles sadly.) Did you know that Mother 
smoked and drank your brandy? Sometimes she . 
would buy a bottle of brandy, take some from your 
bottle, and refill it from hers. She never drank 
Straight from her bottle. 1 guess, in a queer way. 
she felt she was sharing a drink with you. f 


FATHER: No! Not my wife! 


TUTI: As she drank and smoked sitting on this very 
chair, thinking I was upstairs sleeping, or doing my 
homework, she would cry as she drank. She would 
cry, sing and drink, all in one disjointed order. 
(Sings.) 1 have decided to follow Jesus, I have | 
decided to follow Jesus, ] have decided to follow 
Jesus, No turning back, no turning back? (in tears.) 
She would get drunk, and start to pray. Slowly she : 
would take off her dresses, and lie down.on this ` 


wear her clothes for her. But even as she grunted 
in her sleep, she would call out one name ... yours. - 
You see, Father. My love for you died slowly, Papa- 
.. along time ago. (Pause.) After dressing her up,’ 
IT would sit down, finish her half-smoked cigarette, 
and drink her half-filled brandy. (Crying.) 


FATHER: Oh, my God, what have I done? 


TUTI: What have you done? (Pause. In slow calculated ` 
anger.) You destroyed the souls of those who came 
to this world to love you. After all, a timid bush 


girl could only have given birth to another timid ~ | 
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very i | ape =t and- pains 
Very Carpet, naked. I learnt to cover her up, and. | © = 


bush girl. (Pause.) When the church incident 

- happened, my mother was already half-gone. She 
had become a great. actress at putting up 
appearances. She was empty inside, her very being 
was destroyed ... and you did a good job at it. 
(Chuckles.) You killed my mother, Father, and here 

~ you are, searching for love and adoration in my 
eyes? That was when I was Tuti. That little gir] 
who could not pronounce her name, Titubi, 
properly. That little girl who felt you were the 
greatest selfless human being on earth. Then | 
worshipped you. But now... 


FATHER: But now? 


TUTI: All gone with rains... melted into the sandy . 
_ beach waters of Lagos. All swallowed with time . . 
| / FATHER: (Breaks down. Cries for a while. Stretches 
at - his arm.) Forgive me, Tuti, please, forgive me. 
(TUTI does not move. She watches for a while. ) 


— 


TUTI: To forgive you, Father, | must know itall. What 
happened in the church? 


FATHER: No. A covenant! I will not break my vows 
‘with God. 


TUTI: (She watches him. Coldly.) Come on, Father, 
God could never have had this type of covenant 
with you. It must have been with the Devil. You 
lost your name, your family, your church, your life, 
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and now even your soul, No. God had no hand in 


this. (She Sets up to leave again. She walks to the 
door.) 


FATHER: The church pushed me to do it. 


TUTI: (Stops by the door, but does not turn around.) 
Do what, Papa? 


maa 


FATHER: (Still in one steady monotone voice. No 
emotions.) When the new church was formed, we 
had been invited to join. My wife, God rest her 
soul, was a full-time believer. If she believed in a 

cause, she was totally hooked on it. We had lost 
almost everything in a land case I was involved iñ. 

_ My father died and every uncle of mine wanted. 

- = piece of his land, and \ ned cron form 


or his other children. EVverything was just difficult 
You were leaving sécondary school ei ag 
mother was in betwden jobs. > - 
TUTI: So, you took it? ( gckingly.} So, the good Lord- 
asked you to take it? D O O o 
\ FATHER: No. /As the church grew, we the church ` 
elders became a unique class of members. Holy 
Father was nice to us. He paid us well. The church 
boomed. Every Sunday, cars would line up from 
one end of the road to another. We prospered. 
TUTI: (Sarcustic.) So? 


FATHER: So, my wife and | became pillars in the 
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= TUTI:-You have said that before. 


FATHER: We were also human beings. That year, all 
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church. The Holy Father loved and trusted me. 

| 

~ TUTI: He does to this day. That was why ithurthim | 

‘when you refused to confess. Your silence sealed 

~ his fears of the hand of the Devil in the matter. He 

prays for your salvation at each service. Even at 
this last Sunday’s service. 


FATHER: | thought you said you had stopped going 
to the church? 


| J5 
| 
| 
. ; [x 
TUTI: I have, but my friends have not. 1 still hear hy 
about a lot of things which happen in the church. l 
- Please, go on, Father, __ a 


pe 
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. FATHER: As the church grew, the elders 1 a 


FATHER: (Does not mind her.) As we grew, this spirit 

` of competition also grew. We competed for 
positions in church. We competed for the favour 
of the Holy Father of the church. We started doing 

~ things together and against each other. 
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_ TUTI; But you were church elders? . 


our children were leaving secondary schools. My 
fellow elders were sending all their children abroad. 
The three countries were Great Britain, the United 

- States and Canada. I wanted you, like your mother 
and 1, to school in Great Britain. But I did not have 
the money. So | prayed to God for help. 
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TUTI: And he did? Help you? - 


` FATHER; do ail the time. You qan see my Bible has . \ 


FATHER: In a unique way which i inv 


variably otr me j j 
into all thig mes$. got } 


vith the money, Break your silence, 


FATHER: It was a loan from God. And] believe that í 
the only reason why he has not taken me up is our 


covenant. 
TUTI: Which is? 


FATHER: Pay back every single kobo before I can be 
allowed to die. I mean how do you explain the: 
fact that each time I fall ill and come close to death, 
God always sends someone to save me. Why? > ` | 
- (Whispers.) I think he is keeping me alive so that |: - 
can pay: back the loan with pain and my: tears; 
(Pause.) And oh God, have I paid! The pains in my 
body move from the finger on my feet to the last - 
strand of hair in my head. I convulse; I ache, twist, 
and each night seems the last. 


| TUTTI: Do. you pray, Papa? `, pitaa t k. 


become a shield ard we; pa prayer war. I | \ 
callupon him even thodgh ! feel his back is turned. d 
andhis ears blocked/1 all im, whispering pleas | 
for the souls of my wife then mine, and yours. | 


yee 


- TUTI: Mine? 
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FATHER: Yes, , yours. Because you are my first seed, I 
do not want the sin of the ee bel agains el against your 
name/I ask God to} forgive ou and your 
‘mot! er. I tell him ook th = no hands in it ` 
mi , and bes ghia continue to make me 


strong Š Sytner lds nir real minh venant. 


TUTI: What ‘covenant? 


FATHER: The one | had with him on the day q 
committed the act. 
TUTI: What did you do, Father? (FATHER points 7 


the bottle of brandy. TUTI hesitates, but pours him 
some. She hands it over to him. FATHER collects 


pits oe aid takes a m ) 


ait 


had pared fo = a -o convention in church. T i ee. 
foreign-Bishops had been invited. The church was 
full. They gave generously. That was when I knew 
that the founder, seer of our church, the Holy 
Father was really a man of God. As he spoke and 
` asked people to give generously, the whole 
church, as if possessed, dipped their hands into 
their pockets and gave. Some gave their watches, 
their wallets, their cheques, and so many fell at 
the name, at the mention of God, giving their souls. 
As the church treasurer, it was my job with that of 
my six officers to bring all the tithes and offerings 
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F oo 


to God. For two days, we kept counting, 
_ Over again. God's glory had really ae s. At the 
--- Sorry, the house of God made millions. in the 
end of the counting, we put all crn ho 
sate. Our Mother in Christ was the only one W 


We made 


had the only other key to the safe. We locked the | 


safe and both went to hand over the keys J pe 
Holy Father 


TUTI: So at what point...? h- 


a it 


Poesen a e ie Pe 66 r “i |} 
FATHER: Sssh! The m asquerade-is-mine, ler ai 
(dance (Pause) It was when I returned that I saw. 


the miracle of God. | was locking up my office, 
when I saw it. 


TUTI: Saw what, Papa? 


FATHER: A bag. Tied neatly and untouched, was a> ` 


bag of money we had all missed. ‘Hallelujah, Jesus 


you are great,’ I kept saying to myself. With shaking 
hands I picked up the bag, untied the end and. 


- poured out the content of the bag onto my table. | 
counted each note, and behold it was a miracle. 
_The very amount of money | needed. 


TUTI: For what, Papa? 


FATHER: Was this temptation from God? Or had the 
devil decided to take the whole life of mine in his 
hands? I was also an Officer of the Court. There 

_ would be no understanding and forgiveness. Why 
me? What was going on? I kept asking myself, What 
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over and. ` 


H 


, 


as this? Why. had all six of US Missed out 
diecast the period of on five years 
we had never made such a mistake. : ets a 
miracle. I forced myself to believe. put all the 
money back in the bag, and knelt ste p pray. I 
shut my eyes at the beginning of T ah n a 
told myself that if the bag was st 7 : ey t i 
time I opened my eyes, then it was GO a f 
who gave the money to mie. After the prayers, the 
bag was still there, so I took it with a proviso. | 
told God that this gift was well received, and it 


-= was the last one. I was never going to take, touch, 


or borrow, another note of money from the church 


_: for as long as I lived. 1 also promised to pay back 
- the monéy, once the project I was. going to-use it- 
` for'yielded fruit. That was the-covenant ... and I 


never kept it. 


TUTI:. What did you do with the money, Papa? Hm? 
-. Tell me. This was the part that hurt Mama. She 
` -thought it was another woman. She cursed and 


damned your soul for it. I joined her in that curse, 


=_ each night she laid on the hospital bed in coma. A 


woman ... you sold your soul for a bloody woman. 
Was it worth it, Papa? Hm? Was it? See all the pains 
you, have caused. Was it worth our losing our family 
name ... everything you had worked for? Your 


-disbarment from the legal profession? Your life ... 


was it worth it? 
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FATHER: I think it was worth it. | 
_TUTI: Why. did. 


you do it? For w 
whom? ` 


FATHER: Fora woman. The most Be 
‘God had ever made. My princess 


. The 0 
ives me joy. That person is... me wen. 


TUTI: (Angry.) You Devil inc 
raises her hand to slap him.) 
FATHER: Tuti. Stop! (He holds both} 
struggles to free herself. One secon 
wild animal, wanting to scratch o 


ler hands as TUT] 
d she fights like q 
r bite him.) 
TUTI: I must draw blood. | 
© flesh. You animal! You kil] 
scarred me for life just bec 
~me-her name. and I shall kill her after I 
finished with you. (Screams. ) Animal! 
FATHER: Take it easy. ] 


TUTI: Liar! . 


did it for you. 


arate! (Swiftly, she 


hat reason? Fors 


autiful woman 


must take my pound of. 
ed my mother-..: and. | 

ause of a woman! Tell. i; 

have>”: 


< 


FATHER: It is the truth. The gospel truth. I took the 
money to pay your school fees. And as your needs 


multiplied, I took more: Soon forgot the covenant; 


and took at will. That was where I got the money 
for your car ... the house in London, Our numerous 
trips to see you. The books. Our new house. And 
when you refused to return without a doctorate 


degree like your mother, | was forced to take more. ~ 
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S a 
pate —— ee 


am am sure that was when I started to go beyond the — 
boundaries of the miracle and walk into the realm 

ofthe innate desires of man. | 

“TUTI: (She begins to cry as she breaks down. She points 
to her mother’s photograph.) So she ... She .:, 


FATHER: Spent the money with me? Yes, just the two | 


of you. 
TUTI: Then she did not have to die? 


FATHER: No. She did not have to die. There was no 
other woman. That was why I could live with her 
death all these years, without much guilt. I knew I 
had done it for us. 


TUTI: You did it for me% The amount. How did they | 


know? Was it correct? 

- FATHER: Yes. I recorded 
neant t bea loar, Ik 

i Pause.) | guess God 1 

—. That I would not pay back, so he 

t onmeépand letit al fet 

\. discovered.____— 


je 


pe selling myself and God. 
ust have seen through me. 
turned his back ` 
'hatwa$ when the church _ 


= 


TUTI: Why did you not confess? It would have made 
it much easier. » cian: 

FATHER: To whom? For whom? With whom? The 
church elders had started laughing at my fall from 
grace. My wife had died. The bar society went to 
town, and the press had tried the case long before 
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j} 


py kobo Ltook. t'was ` 


_ TUTI: You should have, Pa 


l opened my mouth. So J turned inwards and we 
to find peace Within, but it was turbulence that 
felt all over. Your rage was enough to kill me. 


(Pause.) The only other person | feel I had hurt is 
the Holy Father. 


TUTI: 1 see him often ... he has forgiven you. But he 
hurts each day that you refused to confess. He 
refused to press charges. He has refused to remove 
your name from the church honours list after all 
these years. But by God, he hurts. 


FATHER: I hurt, too. But now, it is all out. I am free. 
(Pause.) You see him? Where? How does he fare? 
TUTI: Old. Like you. He has become a grand oldman. 
~ (Pause. Chuckles: ) So it was me all along? 
FATHER: Yes, I am sorry. ] should have told you. 


i pa, but you didn’t. (Pause.) 
é Asif I knew ..\ 


FATHER: What? - 


TUTI: When I heard of the incident at the church .... 


I felt this urge to know why you did it. I went to 
the Holy Father. And when he told me the amount 
that was involved, we had a new covenant. | 
` decided that since my father took the money, it 
was my responsibility to pay it back. (Gives a big 
happy smile.) I am happy to tell you, Papa, I paid 
it all off today. I gave the Holy Father the last 
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cheque’before 1 came here. Maybe this is why J \ | 


have been angry all day. I felt ] was punished for 
the sin I did not commit. And now that it’s all come 
outin the open, 1 feel it was all for good. (FATHER 


Papa. 


- FATHER: No, lam sorry. You will forgive me, won't 


you? 


TUTI: All is forgiven, Father. Now that it is all out, . 


can I ask for just one favour? 
| 


ATHER: As long as it is not that I sleep the night in 


your house, no problem. h. 


‘TUTI: 1 want us to see the Holy Father. It has. been 


ten years now. Everything is paid up for now. Ineed ~ 


} a bottle of wine. Let us go and wash it all away. 
FATHER: Yes ... yes... 
: cupboard in my room. 


i 
ry 


. upstairs. The big black 


UTI: I know, Father, I used to live here remember? 

. Wait here while I get it. (She runs up the stairs.) 

FATHER: (The doorbell rings.) The winds in the 
willows gather, and soon it is time to go home, 
before the rains frighten the squirrels and the 
porcupines. Goodnight, Child. (The lights dim. 
When the lights come up again, TUTI is climbing 
down-the steps, visibly happy. The doorbell rings.) 


TUTI; Don’t worry, Father, | will get it. (She goes to 
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rises and they hug.) I am really and deeply sorry, / 


| 


sat | y 
- the door and opens it. A policeman comes in wit} : 
gentleman.) se coe . what are you doing | lere? i 


AYO: It is serious. What have 
you been doing 
alone? ` i here 


TUTI: Alone? I have been with Papa. ( Cal ls out.) Papa! 
Papa! Maybe he is in the kitchen, we are getting ~ 
ready to see the Holy Father. Is everything fine? 
Papa! (She goes into the kitchen and comes out. 
again.) That is strange. I did not hear him leave the ~,- 


house. 
y 


AYO: (Goes to her and holds her gently.) That is whyS, 
_ we are here. We got a call at home. Your fathe y 
was knocked down this morning by a hit and rum) T, 
car in front of your office. He must have been o on 
_. his way to see you. He is dead, Tuti. | am just fro $ 
= the mortuary to identify him. We need. to nat 
some arrangements. A 


POLICEMAN: Itis true, Madam. 


TUTI: ‘No; it can’t be. Itjust can t! Then whow was. 


Final lights slowl 'y fade. 
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